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PREFACE. 


IN  presenting  the  following  pages  to  the 
Public,  I  offer  the  spontaneous  effusions  of 
the  heart,  not  the  laboured  productions  of 
the  head.  They  were  not  originally  intended 
as  a  theme  for  criticism,  but  were  entirely 
prompted  by  the  desire  of  expressing  feel- 
ings, which  others,  no  doubt,  have  experi- 
enced as  keenly  as  myself,  and  like  me,  per- 
haps, have  also  wished  to  delineate. 

I  own  it  has  not  been  without  difficulty, 
and  a  great  degree  of  fear  ard  trembling  that 
I  have  at  length  been  induced  to  commence 
the  career  of  Authorism,  particularly,    as  I 
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must  lay  my  whole  heart  open  to  inspection : 
but  I  have  found  the  flattery  of  Friends  too 
seductive,  and  the  desire  of  obtaining  the 
Palm  held  out  to  the  successful  votaries  of 
Apollo,  too  powerful  to  be  withstood. 

Since,  then,  my  resolution  is  fixed  to  ap- 
pear before  the  Public,  I  have  also  deter- 
mined, whatever  may  be  the  fortune  that 
awaits  me  in  the  world  of  criticism,  to  wean 
myself,  as  it  were,  from  my  book;  and  when 
once  it  has  gone  forth  from  my  hands,  to 
regard  it's  fate  with  as  little  concern  as  an 
author  can  be  supposed  capable  of  feeling ; 
convinced,  as  I  must  be,  that  its  success  will 
be  in  due  proportion  to  its  merits.  In  this 
I  shall  make  the  birds  of  the  air  my  example, 
who  forget  their  young  as  soon  as  they  have 
taught  them  to  rlv. — Far  be  it  from  me  to 
suppose,  that  I  have  instructed  the  offspring 
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of  my  muse  to  soar  high  in  the  regions  of 
literary  fame.  It  will  be  well  for  me,  if  a 
more  humble  flight  lifts  them  a  little  above 
oblivion. 
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POEMS. 


TilEV  A  BEAUOOUP  DONNE 
A  t'HOMME,   EN  LUI  DONNANT  UN  COEUR. 

Aug :  la  Font : 


SWEET  are  the  feelings  that  excite 
The  Heart's  enthusiastic  glow  ; 

The  source  of  keen,  of  pure  delight, 
Which  common  minds  can  never  know* 

Soft  as  the  Sun  in  vernal  Days, 

And  bright  as  it's  meridian  blaze. 

Yet  quick  sensation  in  the  breast 

Oft'  plants  imaginary  cares, 
And  hence  the  cheek  that  dimples  dress'd 

Is  quickly  overspread  with  tears  ; 
\  et  pleasant  is  the  Summer  show'r 
That  falls  at  Xoon's  oppressive  Hour. 
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Vers  a  l'Aurore. 

par  Henri  IV. 


"  VIENS,  Aurore ! 

"  Je  t'implore, 
"  Je  suis  gai  quand  Je  te  vois; 

"  Et  la  Bergere, 

"  Qui  m'est  (here, 
"  Est  vermeille  comme  toi. 

"  Elle  est  blonde, 

"  Sans  seconde, 
"  Elle  a  la  taille  a  la  main; 

"  Sa  prunelle 

"  Etincelle 
"  Comme  l'astre  du  Matin. 


TO    AURORA. 

TRANSLATED. 


TO  ope'  the  Skies, 

Aurora,  rise ! 
Thy  beams  rejoice  ray  sight — 

The  blush  of  her 

I  hold  so  dear 
Is  rosy  as  thy  light. 

Ah  !   She  is  fair 

Beyond  compare, 
And  Sylph-like  is  her  mein 

The  Morning  Star 

Shines  not  from  far 
More  sparkling  than  her  eyrie. 
d  2 


"  De  ros£e 

u  Arrosee 
"  La  Rose  a  moins  de  fraicheur ; 

"  Une  H  ermine 

"  Est  moins  fine, 
"  Le  lys  a  moins  de  blancheur. 

"  D'Ambroisie 

"  Bien  choisie 
il  Hebe  la  nourrit  a  part ; 

u  Et  sa  bouche 

"  Quand  J  'y  touche, 
"  Me  parfume  de  Neclar." 
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And  not  the  Rose 

As  sweetly  blows 
With  dew-drop't  Gems  bedight; 

Less  soft  the  down 

That  Ermines  own, 
Nor  Lilies  half  so  white. 

Ambrosia,  stole 

From  Hebe's  bowl, 
Surely  the  Maid  must  sip  ; 

While  her's  I  press, 

In  fond  caress, 
Nectar  perfumes  my  Lip. 
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THE 

ORIGIN  OF  A  DIMPLE. 

IT  was  upon  some  festive  day 
As  Love  pursued  his  frolic  play, 
That  Venus  with  maternal  joy 
Beheld  her  sweetly-sportive  Boy. 
Grown  wanton  quite  and  wild  at  last, 
He  seiz'd  his  Bow,  in  eager  haste, 
And  aiming  at  his  Mother's  heart, 
Drew  to  the  head  a  flaming  dart. 
The  Goddess  saw  his  bended  Bow, 
And  smil'd  defiance  at  the  blow  : 
The  shaft,  though  erring,  swiftly  flew 
And  pierc'd  her  cheek  directly  through. 
Scarce  was  the  wound  a  moment's  pain, 
But,  soon  as  felt,  was  heaPd  again — 
For  Beings  of  immortal  kind 
Prom  wounds  no  lasting  hurt  can  find — 
Yet  still  a  little  scar  was  seen 
I  pon  the  face  of  Beauty's  Queen, 


Like  those  which  since,  on  Earth  below, 
We  by  the  name  of  Dimples  know. 
"  Henceforth,"  fair  Cytherea  said, 
"  Let  ev'ry  young  and  blooming  Maid, 
"  To  be  accounted  truly  fair 
"  With  ev'ry  smile  such  Dimples  wear : 
"  Thou,  Cupid,  for  thy  wanton  play 
"  Shalt  rest  in  Durance  many  a  Day, 
"  And  for  thy  prison  thou  shalt  seek 
"  The  Dimple  in  sweet  Mary's  cheek. 
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la  Belle  recluse. 


"  I  PITY/  said  a  flaunting  Rose, 
That  in  a  cultur'd  Garden  grew, 

"  The  A  iolet  that  obscurely  blows, 

"  Whose  modest  flow'rs  are  hid  from  view 
With  all  their  sweets." 

"  Ah !  why  the  Violet's  fate  deplore," 
A  neighbouring  Flow'r  at  once  replied. 

"  Ourselves  should  claim  thy  pity  more, 
"  To  whom  the  Violet  is  denied 

With  all  her  sweets." 
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THE    PRAYER. 

^  E  Pow'rs  supreme,  supreme  in  good, 
With  heav'nly  perfectuess  endued  ! 
Ye  guardian  Angels !  from  your  sphere, 
Ye  guardian  Sylphs !  if  Sylphs  ye  are, 
Who  viewless  in  the  fields  of  light 
The  wrong  oppose,  protect  the  rights 
Oh,  with  a  tender  mercy  hear ! 
List,  listen  to  a  Lover's  prayer! 

By  night,  by  day  from  ev'ry  harm, 
From  sense  of  pain,  from  all  alarm, 
My  lovely  Mary,  Oh,  protect ! 
To  bliss  alone  her  steps  direct ! 
E'en  where  her  thoughts  a  moment  stray 
Quicker  than  thought  delight  convey! 
Oh,  with  a  tender  mercy  hear 
A  Lover's  first,  his  only  prayer ! 
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Should  dewy  sleep  his  opiate  shed 

Oblivious  o'er  my  Mary's  head, 

To  sooth  her  senses  into  peace 

Sweet  Roses  on  her  pillow  place : 

And  if  what  I  have  heard  be  true, 

That  Maids  their  dreams  receive  from  you, 

Oh,  softly  whisper  in  her  ear, 

A  Lover's  wish,  a  Lover's  prayer ! 
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Militat  omnis  Amans,  et  habet  sua  Castra  Cupido. 

Ovid. 

IMITATED. 

Love  has  his  Tournaments,  and  seek  the  List 
'Gainst  Lovers,  Lovers,  martially  address'd. 


OF  a  glance  from  Mary's  eye 

Cupid  forg'd  a  Dart — 
He  hurl'd  it — from  her  breast  a  sigh 

Wing'd  it  to  my  heart. 

But  soon  the  Boy  in  pity  found 
The  means  to  ease  my  pain  ; 

He  drew  the  arrow  from  my  wound, 
And  shot  it  back  again  : 

Revenge  is  sweet — how  I  was  blest 
When  it  pierc'd  my  Mary's  breast ! 
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Fair  tresses  Man's  imperial  race  ensnare^ 
axd  beauty  draws  us  with  a  single  hair. 

Pop*!. 


MARY,  when  my  fervent  prayer 
These  beauteous  hairs  obtain'd, 

Love  soft  whisper'd  in  my  ear, 
Thy  foolish  heart's  enchain'd  ! 

Indeed,  Love's  prophecy  was  riglit- 
These  hairs  of  silken  twine 

TYame  a  Lock  in  Reason's  spite, 
Which  locks  that  heart  to  thine. 
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-Homines  ad  Deos  nulla  re  propius  accedunt, 


|uam  salutem  Hominibus  dando. 

Tull: 

Men  resemble  the  Gods  in  nothing  so  much, 
as  in  doing  good  to  their  fellow  creatures. 


OH,  Fortune !  I  said,  thy  propitious  regard, 
And  thy  favoring  smile  let  me  daily  implore, 

Yet,  not  that  I  think  that  the  lesson  is  hard 
To  learn  to  be  happy,  though  humble  and  poor. 

Ah,  no!   but  if  richly  empower'd  by  thee, 

I  could  stand  in  the  stead  of  a  crutch  to  the  lame ; 

I  could  lead  the  blind  wanderer  far  on  his  way, 
And  yield  a  support  to  pale  Misery's  claim. 

No  more  should  the  Widow  despairing,  distress'd, 
Weep  sad  o'er  the  Infant,  she  cannot  sustain, 

And  the  Orphan  its  cradle  should  find  in  my  breast, 
And  my  care  should  defend  it  from  sorrow  and  pain. 
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In  my  Halls  should  the  weary,  unbidden  to  rise, 
Repose  from  their  toils,  and  partake  at  my  Board  ; 

No  more  should  the  Hungry  be  fed  but  with  sighs, 
And  drink  the  sad  Draught  that  their  tears  could  afford. 

For  this  were  the  Soul's  tender  feelings  design'd, 
'Tis  for  this  that  the  Blessings  of  Fortune  are  giv'n; 

And  since  Heav'n  is  merciful,  tender  and  kind, 
'Tis  by  this  that  we  prove  we  are  kindred  of  Heav'n. 
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DIALOGUE. 

HENRY. 

SWEET  Love,  thou'rt  true  as  Heav'n  above, 

Yet  my  jealous  fears  are  many ; 
Conscious  I  have  all  thy  love, 

I  feel  how  small  my  right  to  any. 

MARY. 

My  Henry,  all  this  Bosom's  store 
Is  one  Heart  from  falsehood  free; 

I  would  I  had  a  thousand  more 
To  bestow  them  all  on  thee. 

HENRY. 

While  other  \  ouths  have  much  to  offer 

For  a  prize  so  rich,  so  dear, 
I,  alas  !  can  nothing  proffer 

But  affection  most  sincere. 
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MARY. 

Dost  thou  think  my  Soul's  desires 
Could  be  won  by  Fortune's  lure? 

Love,  for  Love,  alone  requires 
Love  as  tender,  warm,  and  pure. 
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Quid  virus  in  Angues 
Adgices?   et  rabidae  tradis  ovile  Lupae? 

Otid. 

As  WELL  YOU   MAT 

Instruct  a  Snake  to  bite,  a  Wolf  to  prey. 

Cong. 

I'LL  teach  the  Maid  who  would  enchain 
The  World  by  captivating  arts, 

Her  wishes  how  she  may  attain, 

And  prove  the  very  Queen  of  Hearts. 

Let  her  be  Nature's  duteous  Child, 
Obedient  to  her  simple  laws, 

Let  her  be  gentle,  modest,  mild, 
And  pure  as  Snow  before  it  thaws. 

Let  her  know  how  to  shed  the  tear 
"  For  private  or  for  social  woes," 

Yet  frequent  how  such  smiles  to  wear 
As  Dian's  warranty  allows. 
c 
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Let  her — but,  ah!  this  heart  of  mine, 
Still  verging  to  its  polar  Star, 

Has  pictur'd  Mary  in  each  line — 
Then  be  th'  engaging  Fair  like  her. 
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ON    X'EST    HEURECX   QUE   PAR    L'AMOL'R. 

Val: 


LOVE,  mutual  Love,  alone  can  give 
The  Bliss  my  thirsty  Soul  requires ; 

For  mutual  Love  alone  I'll  live, 
For  Love  relinquish  vain  desires. 

Let  those  who  list,  with  anxious  toil, 
Plough  wild  Ambition's  barren  land, 

And  scatter  o'er  th'  unyielding  Soil 

Their  ^  ears,  their  Lives  with  lavish  hand. 

Poor,  frantic  Labourers !  doom'd  to  weep, 
No  smiling  Harvest  shall  be  theirs; 

No  other  Crop  their  toil  shall  reap 

Rut  blighted  hopes,  and  poisonous  cares. 
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Or  let  the  dull  self-banish'd  wretch, 

For  Wealth  far  distant  Climes  explore, 

And  from  the  Mine  attempt  to  fetch 
Pure  Happiness  with  labour'd  Ore. 

For  joys  like  his  I  do  not  sigh, 

I  envy  not  his  golden  Bliss  ; 
Not  India's  doubled  wealth  should  buy 

The  value  of  my  Mary's  kiss. 

Love,  mutual  Love,  alone  can  give 
The  Bliss  my  thirsty  Soul  requires ; 

For  mutual  Love  alone  I'll  live, 
For  Love  relinquish  vain  desires. 
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HER    SMILE. 


TELL  me,  ah!  tell  me  whence  you  stole 
That  smile  bewitching  to  the  Soul, 
That  lovely  smile,  the  charm  of  charms, 
Worth  all  the  rest  of  Beauty's  arms. 

Didst  thou  receive  it  from  above, 

A  Dow  'ry  from  the  Queen  of  Love  ? 

Or  was  it  by  her  Son  agreed, 

For  some  sweet  kiss  thy  promis'd  Meed : 

Were  I  to  guess  from  its  effect, 

And  could  from  thence  its  source  detect, 

I'd  surely  say  that  it  was  giv'n 

To  thee,  from  no  where  else  but  Ileav'n. 
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For  it  can  perfect  joy  bestow, 
And  triumph  over  Care  and  Woe, 
And  those  sweet  povv'rs  are  all  its  own 
Which  Men  believe  are  Heaven's  alone. 

I  swear,  I  think  if  I  were  laid 
Senseless,  and  pale,  and  cold,  and  dead, 
If  thou  couUVst  smile,  'twould  Death  subdue. 
And  Life's  extinguish'd  lamp  renew. 
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TO 


SHALL  cold-bosom'd  Caution  exclusively  claim 
The  merit  of  Virtue,  the  Title,  the  Fame, 
Because,  though  her  actions  are  selfish  and  mean, 
They  are  squar'd  by  the  World  just  as  far  as  they're  seen  ? 

Meanwhile  shall  our  prejudice  narrowly  deem 
Generosity,  kindness,  unworthy  esteem 
If  the  Being  whose  heart  with  each  charity  warm 
Has  err'd  in  Decorum,  and  sinn'd  against  Form 

Ah,  no — in  the  Soul  where  each  Charity  glows, 
And  o'er  ev'ry  action  a  brilliancy  throws, 
The  frailties  that  Prudence  would  teach  us  to  shun 
Appear  but  as  spots  on  the  face  of  the  Sun. 
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I  love  to  view  the  kindled  Soul 

Peep  through  the  casement  of  the  eye, 

Or  see  it's  purest  essence  stole 
To  paint  the  blush  of  Modesty. 

I  love  it's  voice  that,  soft  and  low, 

Is  often  whisper'd  in  a  sigh ; 
I  doat  upon  those  smiles  that  glow 

Like  rays  of  it's  benignity. 


Till  lately,  I  thought  that  the  smile  of  my  lair 
"Was  the  sweetest  of  charms  she  could  possibly  wear, 
'Twas  the  bright  sunny  beam  that  alone  could  impart 
New  life  to  the  passion  that  springs  in  my  heart. 

But,  impell'd  by  the  fondness  she  coidd  nut  deny, 
As  the  tear  of  Affection  escap'd  from  her  eye, 
[  own'd,  that  as  grateful  a  blessing  is  giv'n 
In  the  soft-falling  Dew,  as  the  suushineof  lleav'u. 
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Man,  like  the  gen'rous  vine,  supported  lives — 
The  strength  he  gains  is  from  th'embrace  he  gives. 

Pope. 


THERE  is  no  Joy  unmix'd  with  pain, 
But  that  which  generous  bosoms  know 

When,  unseduc'd  by  hopes  of  gain, 
On  others  they  a  boon  bestow. 

In  Infancy  this  truth  I  scann'd, 

When  oft'  some  lov'd  and  darling  toy 

I'd  place  within  another's  hand, 
And  straight  receive  a  double  joy. 

At  the  same  price  delight  is  bought, 
Ee'n  in  our  riper  Years,   I  find ; 

Then  call  not  selfishness  a  fault, 
For  'tis  most  selfish  to  be  kind. 
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TO   MARY. 


NO,  Maiden  of  my  soul,  ah!  no, 
Thou  can'st  not  love  to  my  content ; 

Tho'  thy  Affection  should  not  know 
Or  earthly  bounds,  or  measurement. 

Double  thy  quantity  of  Love, 
And  that  encrease  a  thousand  fold, 

Then  onward  in  progression  move 
To  sums  that  Numbers  never  told. 

Still  not  enough — let  more  be  giv'n — 
Be't  ample  as  the  vaulted  sky, 

Free  as  the  winds  that  blow  from  Lleav'n, 
A<>f|  ondle^s  as  R'ernity. 
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Let  not  the  solar-ray  supreme 

In  brightness  or  in  warmth  exceed, 

Nor  yet  in  Chasteness,  Cynthia's  beam 
Surpass  the  flame  which  thou  dost  feed. 

In  brief — to  make  my  Bliss  secure, 
Thy  Passion  like  my  own  must  prove, 

And  thou  must  feel  what  I  endure, 
Whose  very  Soul,  whose  Life,  is  Love. 
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IS  there  a  Man  has  gone  astray 
From  Virtue's  sweet  and  pleasant  way, 
And  trodden,  with  the  erring  throng, 
The  rough  and  thorny  paths  of  wrong, 
Art  thou  his  foe,  and  would'st  thou  arm 
The  hand  of  Justice  to  his  harm, 
And  would'st  thou,  Punishment  might  shed 
Her  darkest  Vial  o'er  his  head  ? 
Let  his  own  breast  himself  arraign, 
His  Pains  and  Penalties  ordain: 
I'm  very  sure  his  heart  would  be 
Severer  than  his  Enemy. 

In  fierce  temptation's  fervid  hour, 
When  slumber'd  Heasoifs  guiding  pow'r, 
If  e'er  thyself  hast  given  way 
To  Pleasure's  Charm,  to  Passion's  sway, 
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If,  in  the  very  arms  of  Joy, 
Thou'st  felt  a  sense  of  Guilt  annoy, 
And  when  Delirium's  dream  was  fled 
Hast  bitter  tears  of  sorrow  shed — 
Let  his  own  breast  himself  arraign, 
His  Pains  and  Penalties  ordain, 
For  thou  must  know  his  heart  would  be 
Severer  than  his  enemy. 
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Video  mcliora  prohoquc, 

Deteriora  sequor 

Grid. 

i  see  the  right,  and  i  approve  it  too  j 
Condemn  the  wrong,  and  yet  the  wrong  pursue. 

Tate. 

OLR  heads  softly  laid  on  our  pillows  at  night 
We  lament  that  the  day  unimprov'd  has  gone  by  ; 

New  plans  we  propose  to  commence  with  the  light, 
And  tomorrow7  our  faults  we  determine  to  fly. 

The  Sun  lifts  his  beams  in  the  glorious  East, 
.And  the  shadows  of  Night  chases  briskly  away. 

And  again  in  the  race  that  he  yesterday  past, 

His  radiance,  warm-glowing,  prepares  to  display. 

Then,  refresh'd  by  dull  Morpheus'  somniferous  dew, 
With  the  Sun  in  the  morning  we  gaily  arise, 

The  old  course  of  our  follies  tread  over  anew, 
And,  ah!  close  it  again  with  repentance  and  sighs. 
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RlEN    N'EST   DOLX    SANS    AMOUR    EN    CETTE   VIE   MUMAIVK. 

Bertaut. 

IF  the  sweetest  of  thoughts  can  bring  peace  to  the  mind, 

Or  a  sense  of  delight  can  impart, 
'Tis  the  thought,  that  around  us  we  somewhere  may  find 

Some  fond  and  affectionate  heart. 
'Tis  the  thought,  that  the  IJeing  fast  link'd  to  our  Soul 

As  the  hopes  that  we  cherish  of  Ileav'n, 
Does  our  name  in  its  list  of  beloved  enrol, 

And  the  boon  of  its  kindness  has  giv'n. 

The  richest  of  Gifts  that  are  dealt  from  Above, 

Would  to  me  too  unworthy  appear 
To  compensate  the  want  of  an  object  to  love, 

Or  the  love  of  the  object  that's  clear. 
No  pleasure  in  Fortune  or  sway  I  should  see, 

Vain  trifles  and  troubles  of  state  ; 
One  heart  were  a  kingdom  unbounded  to  me 

Let  me  reign  but  supreme  over  that. 
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Nor  yet  would  the  rub3  and  the  frovvnings  of  Fate, 

If  Fate  wore  the  gloom  of  a  frown, 
The  sweet  store  of  my  Happiness  ever  abate, 

If  one  heart  I  could  count  as  mine  own. 
But  rather  in  spite  of  Life's  cares  and  its  woes, 

Those  twins  of  Adversity's  birth, 
On  the  bosom  of  Tenderness  let  me  repose, 

And  forget  there  are  cares  upon  Earth. 
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THE 

WANDERINGS  OF  SENSIBILITY. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

— HER  robes  were  loose,  of  snowy  white ;. 


Her  bosom  naked  to  the  sight ; 
Her  golden  hair  was  unconfined, 
And  lightly  floated  on  the  wind ; 
Her  soft  blue  eyes  benignant  shone 
With  mildness  of  an  ev'ning  sun ; 
Sometimes  their  pensive  glances  bent 
Low  on  the  Earth  with  gaze  intent, 
And  sometimes,  rais'd  sublime  on  high, 
They  trac'd  the  Clouds  that  cross'd  the  sky- 

— I  saw  her  through  the  meadows  stray, 
And  follow'd  still  her  devious  way. 
Sometimes  she'd  pause,  as  all  around 
Nature  breath'd  sweet  in  ev'ry  sound, 
n 
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And  listen  to  the  Ploughman's  strain, 
And  smile  upon  the  simple  swain. 
Oft'  would  she  view,  with  sparkling  eye, 
The  tuneful  Lark  ascend  the  sky, 
And  mark  the  songster's  upward  flight 
Till  lost  to  the  diminish'd  sight ; 
Then  tum  where  o'er  the  pasture  green 
The  scatter'd  flocks  and  herds  were  seeli, 
And  try  a  character  to  trace 
In  ev'ry  Sheep's  unconscious  face. 

I've  seen  her  like  an  April  show'r 

Weep  silent  o'er  a  faded  flow'r ; 

I've  heard  her  often  deeply  sigh 

In  pity  for  a  cob-web'd  fly, 

And  mourn  the  wretched  captive's  fate, 

The  Spider's  fury  deprecate ; 

Yet,  still  her  sorrows  did  appear 

As  sweet  companions,  lovrd  and  dear, 

And  sighs  to  her  were  better  worth 

Than  Folly's  stupid1,  careless  mirth. 
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She  wander'cf  till  by  Evening's  fall 

She  came  within  a  City's  wall, 
Where  all  was  noisy  ^  loud  and  gay, 
And  busy  tumult  throng'd  the  way. 
She  stood  aside,  with  anxious  mein, 
And  view'd  the  often-varying  scene. 
First  Pleasure's  giddy  train  pass'd  by, 
With  drunken  mirth  that  rent  the  sky, 
And  plodding  Bus'ness  hobbled  next 
With  sweating  toil  and  riches  vex'd ; 
Slow  after  these,  with  crippled  pace, 
Wan  Mis'ry  led  her  squalid  race, 
Vice,  Sickness,  Pain,  and  canker'd  Care, 
That  feebly  follow'd  in  the  rear. 

1  heard  the  lovely  Maiden  sigh, 

1  saw  a  pearl  in  either  eye. 

The  ev'ning  sky  was  dark  and  drear, 
And  piercing  blew  the  Northern  Air, 
Yet  none  her  artless  mein  could  win 
With  tender  heart  to  take  her  in : 
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For  Prudence  and  her  frigid  school 
Call'd  her  a  wild  romantic  fool. 
I  took  her  to  my  glowing  breast, 
And  to  my  heart  the  Maiden  press'd ; 
I  wip'd  the  tears  from  off  her  eyes, 
That  Bashfulness  had  taught  to  rise, 
Bade  her  poor  bosom  be  at  peace, 
And  all  her  little  troubles  cease. 
From  that  same  hour,  in  Prudence  spite, 
Sire  still  has  been  my  dear  delight. 
Whene'er  I  weep,  whene'er  I  smile, 
'Tis  she  who  prompts  me  all  the  while, 
And  bids  my  soul  forever  know 
The  sweetest  Joy,  the  sweetest  Woe. 
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And  whatsoever  mine  eyes  desired,  I  kept  not  from 

THEM;   I  WITHELD  NOT  MY  HEART  FROM  ANY  JOY. 

Eccl.  C.  »'.  V.  10. 

AND  BEHOLD  ALL  WAS  VANITY  AND  VEXATION  OF 

SPIRIT,   AND  THERE  WAS  NO  PROFIT  UNDER  THE  SUN. 

Eccl.  C.  ii.  V.  11. 

HAVING  fully  enjoy 'd,  as  his  wishes  inspir'd, 
Whatever  his  Fancy  thought  good  or  desir'd, 
It  stands  upon  Record,  the  wisest  of  Men 
Styl'd  it  Vanity  all,  with  one  stroke  of  his  pen. 

Yet  with  deference  due  to  that  wisdom  coniest, 
I  believe  him  convict'  of  an  error  in  taste, 
No  less  than  rejecting  the  properest  means 
To  be  happy,  the  envied  reward  of  his  pains. 

For  although  he  has  told  us,  with  Judgment  profound 
That  a  season  (sub  Die)  for  Love  may  be  found, 
I  can  never  conceive,  from  his  libertine  life, 
That  he  felt  a  true  Passion  for  Mistress  or  Wife, 


so 

I  am  sure,  had  true  Love  ever  swell'd  in  his  breast, 
He  had  found,  like  myself,  the  true  way  to  be  blest,- 
Except,  that  on  him,  not  so  happy  as  I, 
No  Mary  ere  shed  the  soft  beams  of  her  eye. 

Yet  still,  by  a  Quibble,  I'll  grant  he  may  prove 
That  Vanity  lurks  in  the  truest  of  Love  ; 
For  I'll  own,  without  any  concealment  or  art, 
I  am  vain  of  the  love  of  the  Maid  of  my  heart. 
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While  borne  awat 
On  swelling  thought,  his  wafted  spirit  flies 
to  the  vain  bosom  of  his  distant  fair. 

Thompson. 


ALTHOUGH  from  hence,  fair  Maid,  I  fly, 

To  other  scenes  repair  ; 
In  ev 'ry  tear  that  fills  mine  eye, 
In  every  tender,  anxious  sigh, 

Shalt  thou  attend  me  there. 

When  yonder  azure  fields  above 

My  ardent  Gaze  employ, 
Thou  shalt  my  Thoughts'  companion  prove, 
For  thou  art  worthy  Angels'  love, 

Fit  for  thoserealms  of  joy. 
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Or,  if  upon  the  downward  Earth 

My  bended  eyes  recline, 
Thou  still  shalt  prove  my  fancy's  birth, 
For  all  this  world  can  boast  of  worth 

Is  poor,  compar'd  with  thine  ! 
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SAY,  what  are  Joys  but  boons  from  Heav'n 

To  hapless  mortals  rarely  giv'n  ! 

Few  drops  of  Nectar  that  perfume 

The  bitter  Chalice  of  our  Doom  ! 

While  yet  the  honied  treasures  last, 

He,  whose  blest  lips  the  sweet  drops  taste, 

Fares  like  th'  immortal  gods  above, 

Like  Jove  himself,  and  feels  a  Jove. 

Hence,  e'en  in  mercy,  gracious  Heav'n 

Such  mix'd  and  scanty  store  has  giv'n — 

For  ah  !  what  mortal  could  endure 

The  drink  of  gods,  unmix'd  and  pure, 

Nor  feel  the  draught,  with  mad'ning  pain 

Intoxicate  the  feeble  brain. 
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now  i  know  what  it  is  to  have  strove 
With  the  torture  of  doubt  and  desire  ; 
What  it  is  to  admire  and  to  love, 
And  to  leave  her  we  love  and  admire. 

Shenstone. 


WHEN  absent  from  one  best  belov'd, 
How  much  Reflection  makes  us  sigh, 

To  think  how  little  we  improv'd 

The  blissful  hours,  when  they  were  nigh  ! 

Nor  this  our  only  source  of  grief, 

Nor  this  our  greatest  cause  to  mourn — 

For  sadder  yet  the  sad  belief 

That  those  sweet  hours  will  ne'er  return. 

What  cruel  pain  to  think  the  while 
When  we  our  sever'd  soul  bemoan, 

Our  dear-one,  haply,  wears  a  smile, 
Nor  echoes  back  a  single  groan ! 
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Yet  still  more  painful  to  reflect 

That,  since  our  thoughts  can  wander  thus, 
The  Being  we  so  soon  suspect. 

May  sadly  deem  the  same  of  us. 
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Happy  the  Man  whose  wish  and  care, 

a  few  paternal  acres  bound; 
Content  to  breathe  his  native  air, 
In  his  own  ground. 

rope. 


HARD,  hard  are  the  dark-letter'd  mandates  of  fate, 
AVhen  they  doom  us  in  search  of  frail  fortune  to  roam, 

In  regions  remote,  where  we  find  but  regret, 

And  that  wealth  that  pays  poorly  the  loss  of  our  home. 

For  our  own  native  country  is  dear  to  our  thought 
As  the  breast  of  it's  mother  is  dear  to  her  child ; 

And  the  clime  that  our  earliest  affection  lias  caught 
Makes  all  others  seem  desolate,  dreary  and  wild. 

And,  sure,  in  those  scenes  'lis  delightful  to  rove 
Where  on  pinions  of  down  our  infancy  Mew — ■ 

— E'en  a  mole-hill,  if  rais'd  near  the  home  that  I  love. 
Is  far  dearer  to  me  than  the  mines  of  Peru. 
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Plus  Aloes  quam  mellis  habet. 

Jin\  Sat.  * 

The  Bitter  far  exceeds  the  sweet. 

YES,  vain  are  the  pleasures  the  vicious  enjoy, 
And  transient  the  charms  that  their  senses  betray. 

And  they  feel,  when  their  ravenous  appetites  cloy, 
How  great  are  the  terrors  remorse  can  display. 

I  have  seen  the  poor  female,  seduc'd  and  undone, 
Deck'd  out  in  the  glittering  trophies  of  shame ; 

I  have  seen  her  the  race  of  mad  gaiety  run, 
Ev'ry  feeling  of  modesty  lost  with  her  fame. 

But  her  moments  of  Joy  imperceptibly  fled, 

As  the  twilight  of  Winter  fades  swift  into  night : 

I  beheld  her — the  Earth  damply  pillow'd  her  head, 
Aud  cold,  cold  was  that  heart  that  had  beat  with  delight. 
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A  curse  to  the  Wretch  who,  with  serpent-like  art, 
Crept  soft  to  that  bosom  it's  peace  to  destroy, 

Entwining  himself  round  the  innocent  heart, 
And  stinging  the  credulous  source  of  his  joy. 

Let  him  look  on  his  Victim,  too  young  for  the  tomb, 
While  Conscience  shall  loudly  proclaim  in  his  breast 

'Tis  thou  who  hast  robb'd  the  sweet  rose  of  it's  bloom* 
And  thy  ruthless  cold  hand  hath  it's  perfumes  compress'd. 
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These  are  the  charming  Agonies  of  Love. 

Thompson. 


WHEN  forc'd  from  thee,  my  Soul's  delight,  to  part 
Ah,  how  I  wept  the  ordinance  of  Fate, 

That  from  my  bosom  tore  my  bleeding  heart, 
And  left  it  wounded  with  it's  softer  Mate  ! 

But  when  returning  unto  Joy  and  thee, 
Thou  did'st  replace  it  in  my  aching  breast; 

Say,  by  what  magic,  ah,  thou  dear-one,  say, 
Did'st  thou  restore  that  wounded  heart  so  bless'd  r 

Had'st  thou  embalm'd  it  with  soft  tender  tears, 
Sweet  drops  medicinal  from  those  blue  eyes, 

Or  had'st  thou  sooth'd  away  it's  throbbing  cares 
With  the  aerial  music  of  thy  sighs  ? 
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For  it  Zi'as  sooth'd,  and  heal'd,  and  knew  no  more 
The  pangs  and  torments  that  it  once  had  known ; 

And  I  can  guess  no  other  means  of  cure, 

Unless,  in  lieu  of  mine,  thou  gav'st  thine  own. 
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TO  CONTENT. 


OH,  blest  Content,  if  thou  art  mine, 
I  envy  not  the  world  beside, 

For  thou  art  source  of  Peace  divine, 
And  smoothest  Life's  uneven  tide. 

What  if  it  be  not  mine  to  taste 
The  Nectar-flowing  Cup  of  Joy  ; 

If  the  Heart  pants  not  to  be  blest, 
The  want  will  ne'er  it's  peace  destroy. 

What  if  my  fate  be  care  and  toil, 

And  Penury  my  way  befal  ; 
The  Soul  may  wear  a  placid  smile, 

And  proudly  look  beyond  it  all. 
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Quid  sit  futurum  Cras  fuge  quarere. 

Hot. 

Ask  not  to  know 


What  shall  happen  on  tomorrow. 

WHY  should  we  seek,  with  fruitless  cares, 
With  vain  attempts  of  human  skill, 

To  pierce  the  cloud  of  distant  years, 
Anticipating  Good  or  111  ? 

Ah  !  did  we  judge  from  time  that's  gone, 
Did  we  from  parted  days  conclude, 

This  truth,  if  candid,  we  must  own — 
That  Hope's  a  Cheat,  and  Fears  delude. 

For  Years,  now  past,  were  once  to  come, 
And  then  warm  Hopes  and  Fears  we  knew  ; 

But,  ah  !  prophetic  of  our  doom, 

When  did  those  Hopes,  those  Fears,  tell  true  ? 
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MY    SOUL. 


MY  Soul,  I  am  certain,  resembles  a  Lyre 

Where  the  chords  are  but  few,  tho'  their  compass  is  wide, 
And  various  the  strains  it  is  taught  to  respire, 

As  the  touch  is  unskill'd,  or  with  judgment  applied. 

When  Passion,  precipitate,  heedless  and  wild, 
Strikes  rudely  and  harshly  its  quivering  strings, 

All  concord  is  lost,  all  it's  harmony's  spoil'd, 
It  vibrates  in  pain,  and  untuneful  it  rings. 

And  Love,  when  he  tries  the  poor  Instrument's  scope, 
Though  his  measures  are  tender,  entrancing  and  dear, 

Yet,  sometimes  his  hand  is  too  heedless  with  Hope, 
And  too  often  it  shakes  with  the  palsy  of  Fear. 
k  2 
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But  warm  o'er  the  chords,  as  with  pensive  delight, 
Sensibility  breathes  her  mellifluent  sighs, 

As  wild  as  CEolian  airs  in  their  flight, 

All  it's  music  at  once  in  soft  cadence  replies. 

Oh,  Nature!  I  thank  thee,  who,  bounteous  and  kind, 
Since  Power  and  Wealth  were  beyond  my  controul 

Did'st  give  me  the  source  of  Joys  far  more  refin'd, 
A  heart  that  could  feel,  and  a  sensitive  Soul. 
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ON  THE 


DEATH  OF  AN  INFANT. 


THE  Rose-bud  just  began  to  swell, 

'Midst  many  a  pointed  thorn  ; 
Nip't  by  the  early  blast,  it  fell, 
It  perish'd  in  Life's  morn. 

The  gard'ning  Mother's  culturing  hand 
Had  nurs'd  it  up  with  care, 

And  as  she  did  her  Darling  tend, 
'Twas  still  more  dear,  and  dear. 

Ah  !  what  shall  now  her  loss  repair, 

What  bid  her  grief  subside, 
Who  hop'd  one  day  the  Flow'r  to  wear, 

Her  pleasure  and  her  pride  ! 
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Yet,  better  far  its  early  doom, 
Than  by  small  stealth  on  Time, 

Just  to  expand  in  Beauty's  bloom, 
Then  wither  in  its  prime. 

What,  though  on  Earth  it  was  not  giv'n 
To  meet  Life's  Noon-tide  ray  ; 

It's  fragrant  spirit,  fled  to  heav'n, 
Exhales  in  endless  Dav. 
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ON    THE 


DEATH  OF  CHRISTIANA. 


UNGENTLE  Death!  Thou,  with  terrific  frown, 
Pursu'st  poor  mortals  through  the  paths  of  Pain, 

With  joy  malignant,  hear'st  each  fateful  groan, 
While  Love  or  Beauty  supplicate  in  vain. 

Thy  cruel  Scythe,  with  devastating  pow'r, 
Moves  o'er  the  undistinguish'd  vale  of  Life, 

And,  cropp'd  untimely,  oft'  the  sweetest  flow'r 
Claims, 'mid  the  common  wreck,  no  common  grief. 

Beneath  so  cruel,  so  severe  a  blow, 

Lo!  thy  too-lovely,  hapless  Victim  fades; 

Such  was  the  stroke  that  now  has  laid  so  low 
The  flow'r  of  Virgins,  and  the  rose  of  Maids. 
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What  are  all  the  daggers  aim'd  by  the 
world,  in  comparison  of  one  stab  from  the 
hand  of  the  friend  he  lov'd,  awakening  thb 
Sleeper  from  a  pleasing  Dream  ? 

Kotzebue. 


MOST  happy's  our  lot,  if  our  pleasures  we  share, 
Though  scanty  our  Store,  with  the  friend  that  we  prize, 

And  splendour  or  riches  a  curse  must  appear 
Where  Fate, the  fond  blessing  of  Friendship  denies. 

For  the  Violets  of  Friendship  are  happily  plac'd 

By  Life's  ruffled  stream  that  flows  dark  from  its  source, 

To  sweeten  the  Wave  we  must  all  of  us  taste, 
Which  Affliction  embitters  too  oft'  in  its  course. 

Yet  beware,  lest  the  Friend  that  you  cherish,  should  prove, 
In  specious  disguise,  the  fell  bane  of  your  peace, 

And  the  poison  you  thought  v.  as  the  Extract  of  Love, 
Should  canker  your  Soul  with  consuming  Disease. 
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I  once  had  a  friend,  so  much  valued  and  dear, 
I  imagin'd  his  heart  in  my  heart  was  enclos'd — 

He  cleft  the  poor  Casket,  and  forc'd  from  my  care 
The  treasure  where  all  my  Affections  repos'd. 
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•How  wanes  my  borrow'd  Bliss  ! 


Vowig; 


ONCE,  I  fancied  that  Sorrow  I  never  could  know, 
That  the  dark  shaft  of  woe  could  not  injure  my  peace, 

For,  by  Mary  belov'd,  what  could  either  bestow 
On  my  Soul  a  new  bliss,  or  my  blessings  decrease  ? 

I  forgot,  that  the  joys  I  had  borrow'd  the  while, 
The  dear  lender  might  one  day  recal  as  her  own ; 

And  I  dream't  not  my  love  could  do  other  than  smile, 
'Till  I  felt  all  the  terrors  display 'd  in  her  Frown. 
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Tout  est  coleur  de  rose  pour  l'homme 
heureux;  Tout  est  noire  bt  lugubre  pour 
l'i\fortune. 

Zimmerman. 


AH  !  how  we  court,  with  heart  elate, 
Sweet  Happiness  to  be  our  Bride ; 

And  fancy  that  her  smile  is  Fate, 

And  that  her  'witching  charms  will  'bide 

Forever. 


But  given  to  our  longing  *rms, 
And  folded  in  a  (-.  ~e, 

A  modem's  bliss  ovn  7         •     Tns, 
And  ih  Ms ! 
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Her  fun'ral  Rites,   full  many  a  tear ; 

We  make  the  universe  her  tomb ; 
And,  on  our  widow'd  hearts,  we  bear 

For  Weeds,  dark  Melancholy's  gloom, 
Forever. 
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Haerent  infixi  pectore  Vultus. 

Virg 

Her  looks  were  deep  imprinted  on  his  heart. 


HOW  contentedly  blest  in  these  scenes  I  have  stray'd, 
And  my  careless,  gay  moments  flew  pleasantly  on, 

While  I  softly  repos'd  in  th'  embow'ring  shade, 

Where  [  woo'd  the  lov'd  Muse,  where  her  favour  I  won. 

Here,  oft'  as  young  Fancy  instructed  my  choice, 
I  uould  pluck  the  pale  Jasmine,  the  woodbine  and  rose, 

Or  attentively  mu<e,  as  with  querulous  voice, 
Sweet  Philomel  sang  the  bright  Sun  to  repose. 

But  now  as  I  wander,  again  and  again, 

In  search  of  the  Bliss  1  had  left  in  this  grove, 

I  find  it  has  fled,  and  that  Sorrow  and  Pain 
Now  haunt,  with  pale  horrors,  the  shades  that  I  love. 
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Ev'ry  sound  that  the  nightingale  pours  from  the  trees, 
Ev'ry  Flow'ret,  the  tenderest  feelings  alarm ; 

For  my  Mary's  sweet  voice  seems  to  flow  on  the  breeze, 
And  each  blossom's  the  'semblance  of  one  of  her  charms. 

And  still  to  augment  the  sad  torments  I  bear, 
Since  Love  has  enslav'd  me,  once  happy  and  free, 

Reflection  still  cries,  with  the  shriek  of  Despair, 
Those  are  flow'rs  too  rare  to  be  gather'd  by  thee. 
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I  GRASP'D  THE  PHANTOMS  AND  I  FOUND  THEM  AIR, 

Oh!  had  I  weigh'd  it  e'er  my  fond  embrace, 
What  darts  of  agony  had  miss'd  my  heart  ! 

Young. 


AH,  Mary !  'twas  cruel,  'twas  cruel  indeed, 
To  mock  my  fond  hopes  with  illusive  Delight ; 

Tor,  attempting  to  grasp  it,  I  found  it  a  shade, 

And  my  hopes  with  the  vision  swift  vanish'd  in  night. 

It  was  cruel — for  surely,  a  Phantom  so  fair 
I  could  not  suspect  was  a  fiend  in  disguise, 

Or  that  e'er  it  could  lead  my  rash  steps  to  despair, 
When  'twas  rais'd  by  the  spell  of  an  Angel's  blue  eyes* 
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TO    CYNTHIA. 


AS  on  the  quiet  scene  it  gleams, 

I  love  thy  lambent  light; 
I  dearly  love  thy  silver  beams, 
Pale  Queen  of  Night. 

Because,  when  through  the  starry  maze, 

Thou  oft'  did'st  climb  the  sky, 
Mary  on  thee  once  lov'd  to  gaze 
With  uplift  eye. 

Should  now,  perchance,  the  Maiden  stray 

To  mark  thy  radiant  sphere, 
Thy  course  a  moment,  Cynthia,  stay 
And  grant  my  prayer. 
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Oh !  let  her  in  thy  face  behold, 
Oppress'd  with  anxious  cares, 
Her  Lover's  form  reflected,  cold 
And  bath'd  in  tears. 

Should  then,  amid  this  silent  pause, 

Her  heart  with  pity  glow, 
Oh  !  shew  her  then  herself,  the  cause 
Of  all  my  woe. 
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Not  forgotten  are  ocr  friends 
in  their  danger,  though  distant  is  ol  r  land. 

Ossiun. 


ON  the  swift  winged  Light'ning  I'd  move, 
And  think  e'en  the  Light'ning  too  slow 

To  convey  nie  to  those  that  I  love, 

When  they  sorrow  in  sickness  and  woe. 

For  'tis  sweet  the  sad  heart  to  beguile 
Of  it's  Cares,  and  kind  solace  to  lend, 

And  to  see  quick  reflected  our  smile 
On  the  brightening  face  of  a  friend. 

But,  ah  !  if  this  Boon  were  denied, 
Jar  away  if  I  knew  that  they  griev'd, 

Though  possess'd  of  each  blessing  beside, 
Still  of  Joy  would  my  Soul  be  bereav'd. 
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Sad,  sad  at  the  dawn  of  the  Year 

Would  the  Breeze  from  the  Vallies  arise ; 

In  the  whispers  of  Spring  1  should  hear 
But  the  dear  distant  Sufferer's  sighs. 

When  the  Summer's  tyrannical  pow'r 
O'er  the  plains  in  dread  Majesty  rov'd, 

I  should  fancy  each  withering  flow'r 
Was  the  heart-stricken  Being  1  lov'd. 

I  should  say,  when  the  Autumn's  loud  brawl 
Hurl'd  the  sickening  foliage  down, 

Like  a  leaf,  ah  !  my  dear-one  may  fall, 
Amidst  thousands  unnotic'd,  unknown. 

And  when,  chill  in  the  Wintery  gloom, 
The  Year's  faded  charms  were  array 'd, 

I  should  grieve,  that  more  cold  in  the  Tomb 
Might  mv  Soul's  best  affections  be  laid. 
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Lyre,  oh  Lrye  !  my  only  treasure, 

Solace  of  my  bleeding  heart  ; 
Lyre,  oh  Lyre  !  my  only  pleasure, 
We  will  never,  never  part. 

WHEN  at  my  Birth  the  book  of  Fate 
Receiv'd  my  Life's  beginning  date, 
The  lines  were  dark  that  told  the  cares, 
And  sorrows  of  my  future  years. 

The  pensive  Muse  ihe  page  beheld, 
And,  by  Compassion's  glow  impell'd, 
Ambrosial  tears  began  to  flow, 
For  me  the  destin'd  Child  of  woe. 

"  Alas ! "  she  said,  "  thy  lot  must  be, 
"  Poor  mortal,    as  the  Fates  decree  ; 
"  For,  ah  !   'tis  fruitless  to  complain 
"  Of  what  their  rinid  Laws  ordain. 
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"  One  only  Boon  I  have  to  give, 

"  To  make  it  worth  thy  while  to  live — 

"  A  Lyre  harmonious  to  disclose, 

"  In  plaintive  notes,  thy  bosom's  woes. 

"  'Tis  not  endued  with  lofty  lays, 
"  Battles  and  plumed  Chiefs  to  praise; 
"  And  mute,  and  tuneless  be  its  strings 
"  When  wanton  Mirth  or  Pleasure  sings. 

"  Full  early  Love  shall  teach  thy  hand 
"  Its  sweetest  Numbers  to  command ; 
"  Meek  Sadness,  too,  shall  smooth  the  strain 
"  With  sounds  that  from  her  lute  complain." 
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Anac: 

thk  task  is  pa infix  not  to  love  ; 
Love  too,  will  often  i'aimvl  pkove. 

LIKE  a  Bird  newly  rledg'd  from  the  nest, 
Quite  careless,  and  giddy,  and  gay, 

Once,  L  flutter'd  when;  Fancy  thought  best, 
And  Youth's  pinions  sped  liglitly  my  way. 

\  ouug  Love  mark'd  my  heedless  career, 
And  he  sniil'd  as  he  spread  out  his  toils — 

/ill!   how  could  I  'scape  from  the  snare, 

When  the  Bait  was  Love's  sweetest  of  smiles  ! 

Yet  his  look  was  so  mild,  as  he  view'd 
I  lis  Captive  enthrall'd  at  his  feet, 

That,   to  me,   though  enslav'd  and  suhdu'd, 
No  Freedom  was  ever  so  sweet. 
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The  Chains  that  he  bound  me  withal 
Were  lin'd  with  the  tenderest  down, 

And  wherever  he  strayed,  in  his  thrall 
I  follow'd  contentedly  on. 

He  made  me  to  carol  his  praise, 

In  strains  that  could  steal  to  the  Heart ; 

And  Joy  gave  his  aid  to  my  lays, 
And  taught  me  his  musical  art. 


The  Boy  was  so  tender  and  kind 

That  I  thought  'twas  myself  who  was  free, 
And  that  e'en  his  own  Chains  scrv'd  to  bind 

The  dear  Infant  himself  unto  me. 


But  too  soon  I  was  destin'd  to  prove 
The  fullest  extent  of  his  pow'r  ; 

And  beneath  the  soft  dimples  of  Love, 
I  found  he  had  terrors  in  store, 
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For,  quite  unsuspecting,  one  day 
As  Caprice  sway'd  his  Infantile  mind, 

To  pale  Sorrow  he  gave  me  away, 
Pale  Sorrow,  a  Mistress  unkind! 

My  bonds  that  e'er-while  were  so  light 
She  replac'd  with  her  heaviest  chain  ; 

And  instead  of  my  songs  of  Delight, 
She  instructed  me  how  to  complain. 
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TO  THE   BREEZE. 


SAY,  pensive  Spirit  of  the  Air, 
Mysterious  whispering  to  my  ear, 
Why  does  thy  sweet  complaint  arise 
So  mournful  through  the  list'ning  skies  ? 

Haply,  thou  art  the  Voice  of  Eve* 
Who  sighs,  perhaps,  at  taking  leave 
Of  Pliajbus'  last  departing  rays, 
That  o'er  the  Clouds  of  purple  blaze  ; 
While  sad  she  sees  the  sable  Night, 
With  cheerless  brow,  that  hates  the  light, 
Slow  creeping  o'er  the  darken'd  scene 
To  steal  her  transitory  reign. 

Or,  haply,  with  thy  breath  may  blend 
The  soul  of  some  departed  Friend, 


74 

That  hovers  still  o'er  those  below 
The  Tenants  of  a  world  of  Woe  ; 
And  chides,  and  mourns  the  dull  delay 
That  keeps  it's  kindred  Soul  away. 

How  sad-soe'er  thy  murmurs  be, 
I'm  sure  they  meet  with  sympathy  ; 
For,  when  thou  mourn'st  along  the  \  ale, 
Thy  confidants,  the  Primrose  pale, 
And  Cowslips  o'er  the  hillock  spread, 
And  Violets  lurking  in  the  shade, 
And  Woodbine  flow'rs  that  climb  on  high, 
Sigh  perfume  to  thy  frequent  sigh. 
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WRITTEN    ON 


THE  3lst.  of  DECEMBER,  18—. 


TO  the  hours  that  are  fled,  to  the  clays  that  are  gone, 
When  the  sigh  of  Rememb'rance  wafts  back  the  idea, 

Are  there  any  of  those  that  most  SAveetly  have  flown, 
We  would  wish  to  recal  with  the  tiresome  Year  ? 

For  in  that  were  not  all  our  moments  of  Bliss, 
So  brief,  we  could  scarcely  entitle  them  so, 

Before  they  were  lost  in  the  fatal  Abyss, 

Where  time  heaps  them  up  with  whole  ages  of  woe  ? 

Yet  still  to  the  Future  our  wishes  extend, 

And  we  people  it's  scenes  with  the  forms  of  delight ; 

Vain  shadows,  alas  !  as  'twill  prove  in  the  end 
When  the  days  of  the  Past  with  the  Future  unite. 
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Thus  the  whispers  of  Hope  lead  us  on  to  the  last, 
With  the  promise  of  Happiness  never  to  come ; 

'Till  Life,  like  a  Journey,  is  wearily  past, 

And  it's  sorrows  and  vanities  end  at  the  Tomb. 
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Take  thek,  oh  World  I  thy  much  indebted  tear. 

Young. 

I  SIGHT)  when  I  thought  on  the  troublesome  world, 
So  like  the  tall  wave  of  the  fathomless  Deep; 

On  it's  bosom  how  many  poor  wretches  are  hurl'd 
In  distress  and  despair  to  oblivious  sleep ! 

And  a  tear  fell  for  him  that,  dependent  and  low, 
The  keenest  of  sorrows  is  destin'd  to  prove; 

For  I've  felt,  when  the  winds  of  Adversity  blow, 
How  slcnder's  the  raft  of  frail  Friendship  and  Love. 

And  a  tear  when  I  thought  on  the  prosperous  breeze 
That  oft'  wafts  the  unworthy  to  harbours  of  rest; 

But  I  swept  it  away,  while  I  own'd  the  decrees 
Of  inscrutable  Wisdom  were  certainly  best. 
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AH  !  when  the  winged  and  revolving  Year 

Brings  back  the  date  of  some  lov'd,  lost  delight, 

Tis  like  the  picture  of  a  friend  most  dear, 

The  Friend  that  Death  has  ravish'd  from  our  sight. 

For,  though  the  substance  of  the  Joys  we  knew, 
The  due  return  of  Time  can  ne'er  restore, 

It  must  awake  to  retrospective  view 

Th'  endearing  smile  that  once  our  moments  wore. 

Then,  mingled  sense  of  Pleasure  and  of  Pain 
Divides  the  Soul,  and  rises  in  the  Breast; 

O'er  parted  Bliss  Reniemb'rauce  sighs  in  vain, 
Yet  fondlv  hugs  the  image  of  the  Past. 
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et  Urticae  proxima  saepe  Rosa  est. 

Ovid. 

Beside  the  Xettle  freqlent  blooms  the  Rose. 

WHEN  Aurora,  just  ris'n,  looks  out  from  the  East, 
And  paints  the  grey  heav'ns  with  crimson  and  gold, 

How  sweet  is  the  calm  on  the  bosom  impress'd 
By  the  bright  scene  of  Beauty  her  blushes  unfold! 

But,  lost  in  the  gaze  of  ecstatic  Delight, 

We  heed  not  how  soon  a  dark  Cloud  may  arise 

To  shut  the  dear  prospect  again  from  our  sight, 
With  it's  dun  misty  mantle  enfolding  the  skies. 

It  was  thus  when  Love's  first  tender  impulse  1  knew, 
As  the  young  ray  of  morning'twas  sweet  to  my  heart ; 

And  the  blush  that  oft'  Mary's  fair  cheek  did  imbue, 
Could  more  charms  than  the  dye  of  Aurora  impart. 
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But  shortly  the  dawn  of  my  bliss  was  o'ercast, 
And  Affliction's  cold  clouds  wept  profuse  o'er  my  head ; 

And  I  felt,  when  it's  ruinous  fury  was  past, 

That  my  peace  on  the  w  ings  of  the  whirlwind  had  fled. 
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Quantum  est  iu  rebus  Inane  ? 

Per*:  Sat : 

How  mi  ch  of  Emptiness  we  find  in  Thing.-  ! 

WHEN  the  best  gifts  that  Life  can  give 

Are  but  some  vain  and  fleetinir  pleasures, 
The  highest  Joys  for  which  we  live 

But  worthless  play-things,  Babv-treasures- 
When,  likelier  ease,  at  ev'ry  turn 

We're  doom'd  to  meet  a  thousand  crosses, 
.And  sad  Experience  bids  u<  learn 

Mow  few  our  Gains,  how  large  our  Losses 

\\  hen  all  our  wishes  are  denied. 

Our  fondest,   dearest,    Hopes  eluded. 

And  in  each  scheme  of  Bliss  we've  tried, 
\\  v  find  our  siut'de  hearts  deluded  — 
o 
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When  all  our  Comforts  stol'n  away, 
In  lieu  thereof  comes  heavy  Sorrow. 

From  which  if  we  escape  to  day, 
We  but  defer  it  till  tomorrow — 

\\  hen  Life  is  thus — oh  !  where  is  he 

Who  might  not  wish  this  scene  were  over, 
While  then  his  only  want  would  be 

A  little  dust  his  bones  to  cover  ? 
— For  me,  most  joyfully  I'd  drown, 

In  Death's  oblivion,  ev'ry  feeling  ; 
Upon  our  Mother's  lap  lie  down, 

From  Life,  its  cares  and  sorrows  stealing. 
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MON  DIEU'  QU'lL  EST  DIFFICILE  DE  FAIRE  LE  BlEN  ? 
Tx  ll'V  A  QUE  LE  MAL  Qt'I  EST  FACILE  A  FAIRE. 

St.  Picwe, 


I  LOOK  around,  and  grieve  to  see 

Mankind  the  paths  of  wisdom  leave  ; 
T  look  at  home,  and,  woe  is  me ! 

I  find  a  nearer  cause  to  grieve. 
Why  do  we  thus  the  right  forsake, 

Why  foolishly  the  wrong  pursue 
Against  the  choice  that  we  should  make. 

Did  Reason  guide  us  what  to  do  ? 

A  his  !  tis  plain — the  way  to  wrong 
Is  down,  as  'twere,  a  sloping  Green, 

With  fail  est  Flow'rs  bestrown  along, 
A  tempting,  a  bewitching  scene  : 
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And  mirth  of  heart,  and  gay  desires, 
And  Youth  and  winged  Joys  invite, 

And  Passion's  svren  voice  inspires 
To  dance  it  down  in  Reason's  spite. 


But  all !   the  rough  and  narrow  wav 

That  must  conduct  us  on  to  Ri^ht, 
Is  all  up-hill,  and  blank  Dismay 

Frowns  from  the  mountain's  awful  height 
And  there,  our  Steps  to  guide  or  cheer, 

One  "  still  small  voice"  is  al!  we  find  ; 
E'en  that  a  monitor  severe, 

Arid  should  we  wander,  most  unkind. 


Yet  mark  me — Passion,  Joy  and  ^  outh, 
And  gay  desires,  and  mirth  of  J 'cart, 

Hide  but  a  little  while  the  truth, 

That  wrong,  at  length,  must  pain  impart 
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While  Conscience,  though  her  still  small  voice 

Full  oft'  a  just  reproof  bestows, 
Yet  bids  the  upright  mind  rejoice 

In  Bliss  that  Error  never  knows. 
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Deep  is  the  sleep  of  the  Dead,  tovr 

THEK  PILLOW  OF  DUST. 

Ossian. 


MY  fancy  oft'  wanders  away 

To  those  who  are  silent  and  cold, 

And  I  think  of  their  mantles  of  clay, 
That  darkly  their  relics  enfold. 

Yet,  they  feel  not  how  damp  are  the  sods 
Which  their  last  narrow  mansions  enclose. 

For,  laid  in  those  peaceful  abodes, 
Each  heart  sinks  to  rest  and  repose. 

They  hear  not  the  whispering  gale 
That  mournfully  kisses  their  Tomb  ; 

Nor  the  sigh  of  their  Friends,  who  bewai! 
Death's  sad  and  immutable  doom. 
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They  see  not  the  drops  that  hang  pale 
On  the  marble  that  tells  of  their  name ; 

And  the  tears  can  as  little  avail, 

That  from  sorrow  incessantly  stream. 

Then,  why  should  we  yield  to  regret 
Since  the  deepest  regret  must  be  vain  ; 

And  wherefore  complain  of  that  Fate 

Which  releas'd  those  we  cherish'd  from  pain  ? 

Ah !  'tis  nat'ral  the  loss  to  bemoan 

Of  the  Bosom  to  which  we  were  dear, 

That  was  soft  as  the  pillow  of  down, 
To  the  head  that  is  aching  with  Care, 
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S  O  N  \  E  T 


BROKEN     RING. 

TflOL-  broken  Trinket,  ever  Iov'd  and  dear, 

That  once  my  finger  closely  did'st  embrace— 
Thon  claim'st  from  Memory  the  silent  tear, 

As  past  Delights  thou  bid'st  her  to  retrace  : 
Once,  the  bright  pledge  of  fond  and  mutual  Love. 

1  thought  thee,  tot',   the  emblem  of  its  joy, 
That  would,   I  hop'd,  a  ceaseless  Cucle  prove, 

And  hke  thy  (Jold  ere  uiix'd  with  base  alloy. 
Alas!   though  all  my  cherish'd  hopes  aie  vain, 

My  Ring  as  emblematical  I  find — 
Ne'er  to  revive,  never  to  join  again  ; 

Love's  joys  are  pcrish'd,  thou  hast  found  an  end  ! 
Vet  still,  dear  broken  ring,  we  wdl  not  paii — 
I'll  wear  thee  now  as  em!  1«  m  of  nn  !  cart. 
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TO 


MY  Friend,  what  mrde  that  sigh  to  rise, 

So  heavy  fraught  with  sadness, 
What  dims  the  lustre  of  those  Eyes 

I'd  wish  to  beam  with  gladness  ? 
Dost  thou  regret  the  needy  want 

Of  worldly  pomp  or  riches, 
Or  does  tliy  heart  for  pleasure  pant, 

That  simple  hearts  bewitches  ? 

Let  winged  Riches  flee  away, 

Unmindful  of  their  Hying; 
Xor  court  or  Pomp,  or  Pleasure's  stay, 

With  vain,  with  useless  sighing : 


DO 


Why  should  we  view  their  flight  with  pain  ? 

Much  care  they  with  them  carry  ; 
And  with  them,  too,  when  they  remain, 

Do  many  Sorrows  tarry. 


\  et  haply  thou,  my  Friend,  for  grief 

Hast  some  more  just  occasion, 
Beyond  the  soothings  of  Relief 

From  Reason's  sweet  persuasion — 
Haply,  thou  feel'st  the  cruel  smart 

Of  evil  instigations, 
The  Will  at  war,  within  the  heart, 

With  better  inclinations. 


Perhaps,  in  some  ill-fated  hour, 
Thou'st  fallen  in  offences, 

Neglecting  Wisdom's  ruling  pow'r, 
And  Virtue's  best  defences ; 
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Perhaps  Tliou'st  steep'd  thy  fault  with  tears, 

Repented  thy  Delusion, 
Resolv'd  'gainst  Error's  future  snares, 

And  broke  thy  Resolution. 


If  so,  the  sorrows  of  thy  heart, 

Thy  bosom's  deep  dejection, 
Oh!  to  thy  other-self  impart, 

For  Friendship's  fond  inspection  : 
I'll  hear  thy  tale  without  a  frown, 

Or  one  upbraiding  feature  ; 
And  then,  together  sit  we  down 

To  mourn  for  Human  nature. 
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A     T  A  L  E. 


TOGETHER,  in  a  gay  Parterre, 
A  Rose  and  Jasmine  grew, 

Alike  they  sweeten'd  all  the  air, 
And  sipp'd  alike  the  Dew. 

Their  gentle  Intercourse,  at  last, 
The  tend'rest  Love  became  ; 

lor  Friendship  long  the  passion  past. 
Then  owu'd  it's  real  name. 

The  Jasmine  first  his  love  declar'd, 
In  sighs  of  sweet  perfume  ; 

The  Rose  with  fond  emotion  heard, 
And  blush'd  a  deeper  bloom. 
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Their  tenderness  no  more  repress'd, 
They  kiss'd  in  ev'ry  Breeze, 

And  in  each  other's  love  were  bless'd, 
More  bless'd  than  happiest  trees. 

A  gilded  Fiy  their  joys  espied, 
And  Envy  stung  her  heart ; 

Ah  !   what  than  Envy's  wounded  pride 
Can  keener  stings  impart? 

She  flutter'd  round  the  happy  flow'rs, 

\V  itli  gay  deceiving  uir — 
They  open'd  all  their  honied  Stores, 

Their  sweets  they  did  not  spare. 

When  Noon  shot  forth  its  ardent  ray, 
She  was  their  welcome  guest ; 

Each  night  beneath  their  Leave;)  she  lay, 
Enjoying  safest  rest. 
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Her  Malice,  cloak'd  in  dark  deceit, 

Grew  deadlier  than  before — 
For  Benefits  from  those  we  hate 

But  sharpen  Rancour  more. 

One  day,  the  virgin  Rose  she  sought, 

In  tears  well  feign'd  to  move, 
And  whisper'd  falsehoods  fiend  like  wrought, 

Against  the  Jasmine's  love. 

Alas !  too  well  the  bolt  was  aim'd 

That  shook  the  fabric  down, 
Which  Love  in  two  pure  hearts  had  fram'd, 

And  Jov  had  call'd  his  own. 


The  Lover  soon,  amaz'd  perceiv'd 
His  Love's  much  alter'd  mien — 

Had  Death  that  hour  his  pangs  reliev'd, 
How  happy  had  lie  been! 
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In  vain,  through  each  succeeding  day, 
Sigh'd  his  complaining  Boughs  ; 

She  bent  her  angry  flow'rs  away, 
Unheeding  prayers  or  vows. 

Ah !  do  thy  tears,  my  Mary,  fall 
For  the  poor  Jasmine's  fate  ? 

And  dost  thou  not  to  mind  recal 
My  wrongs  and  woes  as  great  ? 
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Singula  dc  nobis  anni  praedantur  euntes. 

Hor: 

Years  following  Years  steal  something  kv'hv  Day. 
at  las1  they  steal  ls  from  olrsll\ls  away. 

Pope. 

UPON  the  wings  of  Time,  'tis  said, 

A  lenient  Balm  he  bears, 
To  sooth  the  wounds  that  Woe  lias  made, 
And  dry  those  Eyes  that  oft'  liave  shed 

T!  e  bitter  flood  of  Tears. 

Ah  !   for  each  wound  he  feigns  to  heal, 

I  \o  proves  a  very  thief, 
Some  '«it  r(  maining  sood  to  s' <*••  I , 
And  bids  the  fated  SnfY'rer  feel 

jjiil  sud  exchange  of  firief. 
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Love  refines  the  thoughts 

Milton. 


I  PITY  the  Man,  who  with  Fancy  impure, 

Seeks  for  nothing  in  Love  but  his  selfish  Desire, 

For  his  Joys,  like  the  Rainbow,  a  moment  endure, 
And  then  fade  from  his  Soul,  and  for  ever  expire. 


But  the  Breast  where  true  Love  his  establish'd  it's  reign, 
With  the  purest  Ideas  does  it's  object  regard, 

And  voluptuous  passion  ne'er  enters  to  stain 
The  fond  heart  with  a  wish  that  a  Blush mustrecord. 

H 
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Durum  :  sed  lcvius  fit  patients — 

Hor. 

Tis  hard:  blt  patience  makes  the  burden  light. 

Oil !  if  thou  hast  some  fav'ritc  Joy 
That  twines  itself  about  thy  Heart, 

That  does  thy  ev'ry  thought  employ, 
And  of  thy  Being  seems  a  part — 

Hast  thou  some  Hope  which  thou  dost  cherish, 
And  prize  beyond  all  good  beside ; 

And  if  the  lov'd  Idea  perish, 

Must  perish  too  thy  peace,  thy  pride — 

Oh  !  look  to  see  that  Joy  bereft, 

That  fondly-cherish'd  Hope  destroy 'd ; 

Oh  !  look  to  find  Existence  left, 
A  comfortless,  and  dreary  void. 
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Yet  Patience  !  'tis  in  mercy  giv'n, 
A  chast'ning  from  a  Hand  of  Love, 

To  lead  our  thoughts  from  Earth  to  Heav'n, 
From  Cares  below,  to  Peace  above. 
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L'EsPERANCE    EST    MORTE    EN    MON    CaXR, 
ET   CEPENDANT    MON    AMOUR    VIT. 

Racine. 


MARY,  as  genial  Suns  in  May 

With  mildest  lustre  shine, 
On  me  ihy  smi'e  was  wont  to  play 

Most  heav'nly,  most  benign. 

Two  Flow'rs  sprang  up  within  my  breast, 

Beneath  that  sunny  smile  ; 
And  Love,  and  Hope,  their  names  express'd, 

And  fair  they  grew  awhile. 

But  soon,  alas  !  in  evil  hour 

Th)  radiance  was  denied ; 
And  budding  Hope,  a  tender  Flow'r, 

Low  droop'd  it's  head,  and  died 
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Sweet  Love,  more  deeply  rooted  there, 

Still  in  my  bosom  grew; 
But  since  Hope  died,  in  sad  despair, 

Distils  cold  drops  of  Dew. 
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THE    MOON. 


AS  often  at  Night's  silent  Noon 
From  dreams  of  Sadness  I  awake, 

From  the  cold  sky,  the  lonely  moon 
Looks  pale  upon  my  tearful  cheek  ; 

And  as  she  wanders  on  her  way, 

Sweet  words  of  Pity  seems  to  say. 

Methinks  thou  art,  soft  Beam  of  Night! 

The  sleepless  Lover's  dearest  Friend  ; 
And  thou  dost  woo  him  to  recite 

His  tale  of  Sorrows  to  the  end  ; 
And,  most  attentive  all  the  while, 
Do»t  half  his  misery  beguile. 
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If  this  be  so,  thy  radiant  sphere, 

In  many  a  monthly  course,  has  heard 

The  darkest  Stories  of  Despair, 

And  saddest  prayers  to  thee  preferr'd  : 

Yet  none,  I  think,  thou'st  heard  repine 

At  griefs  more  sad,  more  dark  than  mine. 
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What  a  Piece  of  Work  is  Man  ! 

Hamlet. 


WHEN  something  of  a  noble  kind, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  mean  controul, 

Stirring  within  our  breasts  we  find, 
That  tells  us  we  possess  a  Soul— 

What  grief  to  feel  it's  native  pow'r, 

Its  inborn  dignity  to  trace, 
Yet  feel  it  only  to  deplore 

How  much  that  greatness  we  debase  ! 

What  deeds  of  meanness,  or  of  Pride, 
To  stain  it's  glory  have  been  done, 

As  envious  clouds  deform  and  hide 
The  radiant  beauty  of  the  Sun. 
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Oh,  for  the  firmness  to  pursue 
Some  fi\'d  undeviating  |>lau  ! 

Oh,  for  souie  pow'r  to  guide  us  true, 
And  make  man  act  becoming  Man ! 
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Oh,  Happiness,  not  to  be  found, 
Unattainable  Treasure  adieu  I 


Cotcper. 


IN  Error's  maze  so  far  astray, 
Say,  whither  wander  you  away 

Oh,  Man  !  my  Friend  : 
What  can  the  fond  pursuit  engage, 
Of  either  sex,  of  ev'ry  age, 

What  noble  end  ? 

If  Happiness  your  search  employ, 
Or  that  delusive  Phantom  Joy, 

Your  search  forego ! 
Trust  me,  they  are  not  to  be  found 
Where  Sorrows  evermore  abound, 

On  Earth  below. 
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In  vain  ye  look  or  here,  or  there : 

Love,  Fame,  Wealth,  Pow'r,  are  all  but  Care, 

All  share  its  leav'n  ; 
Meanwhile,  unapt  this  sphere  to  bless, 
Swift  flies  the  cherub  Happiness, 

And  lights  in  Heav'n. 

Then  rather  wisely  seek  to  find 
Calm  and  contented  peace  of  mind, 

And  curb  the  Will ; 
Aim  not  at  Joys  of  high  degree, 
But  think  it  ample  good  to  be 

Exempt  from  ill. 

For  even  this  and  man  between, 
Full  oft'  will  something  intervene 

To  bar  his  way; 
Full  oft'  the  malice  of  a  foe, 
Or  dearest  Friends  by  Death  laid  low 

Scare  Peace  away. 
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Or  if  the  rush-light  beam  of  Life, 
Less  clouded,  or  by  Woe,  or  Strife 

Might  shine  serene, 
How  oft'  will  Passion's  ruthless  blast, 
Or  sighs,  and  tears,  for  errors  past, 

Bedim  the  scene ! 
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TO    MARY. 


MONTHS,  weeks  and  days  have  pass'd  away 
Since,  Mary,  thou  hast  met  mine  eye, 

.And  every  month,  and  week,  and  day, 
Has  each  been  number'd  with  a  sigh. 

Maid  of  my  Soul !  like  minutes  flown, 
Which  Time's  unsparing  baud  bereft, 

Tell  me,  and  is  my  image  gone, 
And  on  thy  Heart  no  ti  aces  left? 

Yet,  with  the  Morning's  smiling  ray, 

i  breathe  my  Orisons  for  thee, 
Rememb'ring,  in  a  happier  day 

Thy  smile,  like  beams  of  Morn,  to  me. 
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_Aud  when  Night  darkly  frowns,  again 
Thou  dost  my  warmest  Prayers  employ  ; 

Although  my  heart  recals  with  pain, 
Thy  frown  which  clos'd  my  day  of  Joy. 


Ill 


Spem  longam  reseces 

Hot. 

Cut  short  vain  Hope — 


BY  past  affliction  roughly  school'd 

Weigh'd  down  by  present  grief  and  care, 

Let  ns  by  Hope  no  more  be  fool'd, 
Nor  paint  the  future  moments  fair : 

For  these  will  prove,  like  those  gone  by, 
Man  lives  alone  to  suffer  and  to  die. 

Scarce  do  we  gain,  by  us  unsought, 
The  threshold  of  beginning  Life, 

E'er  something  of  its  Ills  we're  taught, 
And  wage,  with  pain,  unequal  Strife  : 

Proving,  by  every  feeble  cry, 

Man  lives  alone  to  suffer  and  to  die. 
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When,  more  advanc'd  upon  the  Scene, 
Youth  seems  to  offer  instant  joy, 

Impetuous  Passions  rush  between, 
And  all  the  promis'd  good  destroy  ; 

And  still  we  prove,  by  many  a  sigh, 

Man  lives  alone  to  suffer  and  to  die. 

Then  come  staid  Manhood's  sober  years, 
Yet  come  no  harbingers  of  Peace  ; 

For  Griefs,  Regrets,  and  anxious  Cares, 
With  these,  alas !  too  much  increase  : 

And  reft  of  many  a  valu'd  tie, 

Man  feels  he  lives  to  suffer  and  to  die. 

Is  Age,  beneath  it's  tranquil  Mien, 
Exempt  from  Sorrow  and  Distress  r 

Ah,  no !  but  us'd  to  Life's  sad  scene, 
Jt  looks  for  woe,  and  feels  it  less  ; 

And,  half  resign'd,  can  reason  why 

Man  lives  alone  to  suffer  and  to  die. 
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Voluptas 


Solamenque  mali. 


nrg. 
This  only  solace  bis  hard  fortune  knows. 

Drytkn. 

I'LL  bless  that  long,  long  wish'd-for  day 
That  sets  my  fetter'd  Spirit  free ; 
I'll  bless  that  hour,  my  last  of  grief, 
That  breaks  this  prisonment  of  Life  : 
Then  mem'ry,  with  the  Partisan's  arc 

Back  from  those  Joys  that  far  have  fled, 
No  more  shall  wing  the  poison'd  dar 

To  bid  my  wretched  bosom  bleed. 

To  my  cold  couch  within  the  tomb, 
Vain  Dreams  of  Bliss  shall  never  come, 
Nor  Mom,  awak'ning  sense  of  pain, 
There  prove  that  Dreams  of  Bliss  are  vaiu. 

I 
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Yet  say,  will  Mary  o'er  my  Bier, 
In  pity  for  her  Lover's  fate, 

Lay,  sweetly-spangled  with  a  tear, 
One  wither'd  rose  of  late  regret  r 
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TO    MYSELF. 


ALAS,  the  folly  of  my  heart, 
That  plays  me  such  a  treach'rous  part, 
Seducing  me  so  oft'  astray, 
From  sober  Reason's  better  way ! 

When  shall  I  learn  me  to  be  wise, 
When  quit  this  trifling  [  despise, 
My  Inconsistency  give  o'er, 
And  wander  from  the  ri«ht  no  more  ( 


Is  Youth  the  season  for  reform, 
Life's  Summer  season,  blithe  and  warm 
Shall  op'ning  rose-buds  of  Delight, 
Be  nipp'd  by  Care's  corroding  blight  f 
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Not  so  the  youthful  mind  conceives, 
But  rather  Nature's  voice  believes, 
That  tells  us,  Manhood's  early  prime 
Is  Love's  and  Pleasure's  golden  time. 

Fitter  th'  unpleasing  task  appears 
For  Age,  the  Winter  of  our  years, 
Whose  hoar  and  chilling  Frost  destroys 
Our  Passion's  warmth,  and  kills  our  Jo^s. 

Yet  when  the  Heart  is  cold  and  dead, 
And  Life's  last  sunny  beam  has  Hed, 
What  vigour,  or  what  strength  remains 
To  animate  our  toils  and  pains  ? 

And  is  there,  then,  no  happy  hour 
When  Wisdom  may  exert  her  pow'r, 
Except  what  heedless  we  refuse, 
Or  she,  once  scorn'd,  now  scorns  to  use  r 
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Ah,  me  !  then  I  have  cause  to  dread 
That  1,  unfortunately  made 
Scarce  other  than  a  Fool  by  Nature, 
Shall  live  and  die  a  foolish  creature. 
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THE    PILGRIM. 

A  PILGRIM  through  the  winding  vale 

Pursued  his  lonely  way ; 
With  hollow  voice  the  fresh'ning  sale 

Foretold  the  stormy  day. 

While  sad  he  saw  the  clouds  around 

Wing'd  swiftly  o'er  the  sky, 
A  sun-beam,  on  a  distant  ground, 

Enliv'ning  caught  his  eye. 

With  toil  he  gain'd  the  smiling  hill, 
The  storm  more  swiftly  sped ; 

And  there,  with  thrcat'ning  aspect,  still 
Hung  o'er  the  Pilgrim's  head 

But  from  the  Vale  he  left  below 
The  Clouds  had  pass'd  away, 
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And  Phoebus'  beams  began  to  glow 
Along  his  former  way. 

'Tis  thus  when  Pilgrim-like  we  tread 

Life's  sad  and  weary  road, 
The  Clouds  of  Fate,  around  us  spread, 

The  blackest  Ills  forebode. 

Then  do  we  mark  the  far-off  scene 
Where  sunshine  seems  to  rest ; 

Where  seems  the  future  to  our  eyne, 
In  fairest  colours  dress'd. 

But  when  we  reach  the  purpos'd  end 
That  promis'd  calm  repose, 

How  oft'  in  darkness  do  we  find    ^ 
Our  brightest  prospects  close  ! 

Ah!  how  the  Valley  of  the  Past 
Then  brightens  to  our  eye  ; 

While  we  endure  a  ruder  blast 
Beneath  the  present  sky. 
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TO   A   LADY, 

WHO  WISHED  HERSELF  IN  HEAVEN. 


OH  !  Lady,  let  not  lips  divine 

The  accents  of  Despondence  breathe ; 

But  rosy  Happiness  be  thine, 

And  Pleasure's  never-fading  Wreath. 

Lest  those  whose  joy  is  in  thy  smile, 
And  in  thy  sadness  all  their  care, 

Be  taught  to  think  with  thee  the  while, 
This  world  a  desert  of  despair. 

Besides,  'twere  selfishness  in  thee 
To  wish  to  heav'nly  climes  to  go, 

While  thou  thyself  wert  made  to  be 
The  Heav'u  of  many  here  below. 


121 

TO    THE    SAME. 

When  Lilies  with  the  Dew  bespread 
Hang  down  oppress'd  the  beauteous  head, 

And  sadly  bend  beneath  the  weight, 
Some  gentle  hand  may  yield  relief, 
And  shake  the  dew  drops  from  the  leaf, 

And  save  them  from  untimely  fate  : 
And  can  there  none  from  those  sweet  eyes 
(Where  Love  in  fear  of  drowning  lies) 

Dispel  Affliction's  dewy  tear  ; 
And  has  there  none  the  blissful  pow'r, 
Thee,  drooping  Lily,  lovely  flow'r, 

Prom  Griefs  oppressive  weight  to  rear? 

When  Night,  most  silent  and  forlorn, 
Seems  clad  in  sable  Weeds  to  mourn, 

And  shrouds  her  in  the  darkest  gloom; 
At  length,  the  Morning  Light  appears, 
And  Nature's  face  new  Beauty  wears, 

And  brighter  glow,  and  fresher  bloom  •, 
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And  can  there  none  with  magic  art. 
Pour  light  upon  that  heavy  heart, 

And  Melancholy  charm  away; 
None  on  that  downy  cheek  excite. 
The  roseate  hue  of  young  Delight, 

And  kindle  Joy's  reviving  ray  ? 

Oh !  were  there  one  who  could  impress 
Thereon  the  smile  of  Happiness, 

And  rouse  in  dimples  sportive  Mirth, 
If  such  there  were,  most  surely  he 
Would  ever  feel  his  Lot  to  be 

The  very  blessedest  on  Earth  ! 
Than  Lilies,  which  the  Morning  dew 
Doth  all  with  liquid  gems  imbue, 

Ear  sweeter  his  reward  would  be  : 
Brighter  than  are  the  Morning's  beams, 
When  from  the  East  that  radiance  gleams 

Which  makes  the  Shades  of  Night  to  flee. 
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YE  futile  Hopes,  ye  vain  Desires, 

To  which  our  anxious  minds  give  birth, 

What  are  ye  like,  but  Meteor  fires, 
The  kindled  vapours  of  the  Earth  I 

As  these,  through  paths  beset  with  ill, 
Mislead  the  Traveller  from  his  way, 

Still  seeming  near,  though  distant  still, 
Then  leave  him,  darkling  and  astray — 

•So  ye,  still  flying,  still  pursued, 

Life's  gloomy  Scenes  awhile  illume, 

Lead  us  through  Danger's  mazy  road, 
And  vanish  o'er  the  dark  cold  tomb. 
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TO    EUR    IS    HUMAN  — 

Popi 


WHEN  the  errors  of  others  we  blame  or  bemoan, 
From  Oblivion  and  Silence  recalling  our  own, 
We  should  pity  the  Being  denied  to  our  Love, 
Nor  censure  too  much  what  we  cannot  approve. 

For  we  know  not  what  struggles  the  Heart  may  have  us'd, 
To  be  free  from  the  Shackles  that  Folly  impos'd  ; 
Or  how  keenly  the  Serpent  Repentance  may  bite 
\\  hen  arous'd  from  a  short  deviation  from  right. 

And  consider,  their  Foes  may  be  stronger  than  our's, 
More  defenceless  their  bosoms,  and  weaker  their  pow'rs, 
And  the  Shaft  that  flies  harmless  and  distant  from  me, 
To  another  a  death-winged  Arrow  may  be. 
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Ab  Honiine  Horaini  quotidianum  periculum. 

Senec. 

Man's  inhumanity  to  Man 

Makes  countless  thousands  mourn. 

Burns. 

IN  what  has  Society  power  to  charm, 

And  how  does  the  World  our  affections  retain  ? 

'Tis  the  seat  of  Oppression,  Distress,  and  Alarm, 
Where  the  sensitive  Soul  is  for  ever  in  pain. 

Here  Envy  repines  when  good  Sense  would  applaud, 
Where  to  Merit  and  Truth  the  just  tribute  is  due, 

And  would  Merit  itself  of  it's  merit  defraud, 

And  e'en  doubt  of  the  truth  o{  whatever  is  true. 

And  blackening  Slander  oft'  frowns  in  reproach 
At  snow-mantled  Innocence,  tearful  and  pale, 

And  whene'er  the  mildMaiden  attempts  to  approach, 
With  poisonous  Whispers  impregnates  the  gale. 
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Thenl'll  shun  what  Experience  has  taught  me  to  fear, 
Content,  though  obscure,  to  be  happy  and  free, 

Nor  again  shall  the  World,  or  it's  pleasures  be  dear ; 
For  why  should  I  care  for  what  cares  not  for  me  ? 
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After  long  toils  and  voyages  in  vain, 
This  quiet  port  let  my  toss'd  vessel  gain  ; 
Of  heav'nly  rest  this  earnest  to  me  lend, 
Let  my  life  sleep  and  learn  to  love  her  end. 

Cowley, 

GIVE  me  that  sweet  repose  of  mind, 
That  Calm  the  tranquil  bosom  feels; 

Give  me  that  Pensiveness  refm'd, 
That  o'er  the  soul  in  quiet  steals — 

E'en  as  Favonius  softly  plays 

Along  the  Streamlet's  dimpled  face. 

Tis  found  at  distance  from  the  world, 

In  Solitude's  secure  retreat, 
When  the  poor  heart,  long  tempest-hurl'd, 

Leaves  Hopes  and  Fears  to  lean  on  Fate; 
'Tis  much  unlike  Mirth's  joyous  folly, 
Yet  more  serene  than  melancholy. 
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'Tis  when  the  Fancy,  tir'd  and  spent 
In  search  of  foreign  Joys  and  Care, 

Homeward  at  last  her  course  has  bent, 
And  finds  that  rest  is  only  there : 

On  things  external  shuts  her  eyne, 

And  draws  sweet  solace  from  within. 
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